THE MAN I KNEW

end of August, when we returned to Cameron House,
Fife. It was at Cameron House that Douglas spent most of
his childhood. As a baby, Douglas was carried, or put in a
kind of chair on a pony's back. "We never had a peram-
bulator."

From further details given to me by his brother John, I
see the child Douglas as a small boy with long fair curls, but
with little or no hint in his face of the good looks he was
to possess when he grew older. He was rather marred by
prominent teeth, which made the mouth ugly and seemed
to affect the whole face, but his curls, in his mother's eyes,
were a rare and beautiful adornment. His brothers and
sisters, however, did not think so, and one day they seized
the unfortunate boy and cut off the curls, and ordered him
to carry them to his mother in his pinafore. It was a great
blow to her, but she kept them carefully in a parcel, which
was found after her death.

At this time the Haigs were living at Cameron House,
Fife, and Douglas and his two older brothers were not
worried very much by lessons. They were allowed to run
more or less wild. One of their favourite forms of amuse-
ment was riding on two ponies most prophetically called
"The General" and "Bismarck".

I have a very clear picture in my mind of Douglas at this
time, the picture of a child very self-willed, extremely
difficult to manage, and subject to occasional fits of violent
temper. Even his mother, whose love for him was quite
exceptional, and perhaps the most abiding and powerful
influence on his whole life, was, at times, quite unable to
manage him.

Many stories are told of his intractability, and one illus-
trates very clearly how extremely difficult he could be on
occasion. His mother took the whole family to be photo-
graphed, but when all was ready, Douglas refused to sit still
and began to shout and kick to such an extent that it was
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